
T'he trouhlefome ’^^igne 

To talje ©n me the holy Crofle of Chrift, 

And carry Armes in holy Chriftian warres. 

Tand. No [oh», thy crorvching and diflembliHgthiis 
Cannot deceiue the Legate of the.Pope, 

Say what thou wilt, I will not creditethee.; 

Thy Crowne and Kingdo me both are tane away, 

And thou art curft without redemption. 

loh. Accurft indeed to kneclc to fuch a drudge, 

And get no helpe with my fubmiffion, 

Vnflieath thy fword, and flay the mifprowd Prieft 
That thus triumphs ore thee a mightie King 
No /^Kfubmit againe,di0emb!e yet. 

For Priefts and Women muft be flattered. 

Yet holy Father thou thy felfc doft know. 

No time to o 1 ate for finners to re pent, 

Abloluc me then, and doth fweare to doe 
The vttermoft what euer thou demandft. 

pa»d. John, now I fee thy hearty penitence, 

I rue and pitty thy diflreft efiate. 

One way is left to reconcile thy felfe. 

And onely one which Ifliall flicw to thee. 

Thou muft (urrender to the fea of Rome 
Thy Crowne and Diadem, then fliall the Pope 
Defend thee from th’inuafion of thy foes. 

And where his Holincffe hath kindled France,, 

And fet thy fubiefts Iiearts at warre with thee. 

Then fliall he curfe thy foes and beate them downc,' 

T hat feckc the difeontentment of the King. 

lohj. From bad to wor(e,or I muft loofc my Realrac, j 
Or giue my Crowne for penance vnto Rome : 

A mifery more piercing then the darts 
That breake from burning exhaltations power. 

What, (hall I giue my Crowne with this right hand ? 

No : witli this hand defend thy Crowne and thee. 

WJiat newes with thee .? 
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Enter Meffenger. 

pleafe it your Maieftie , there isdelcricd onthecoaftof 
Kent an hundred Saylc of Shippes , which of all men is 
thought to be the French fleet, vnder the conduift of the 
Dolphin,fo that it puts the country in a mutiny, fo they 
fend to your Grace for fuccour. 

K, I eh. How now Lord Cardinall, what*s your beft ad- 
Thefe mutinies muft be allaid in time, (uife.^ 

By policy or headftrong rage at leaft. 

0 M»,the(e troubles tyre thy wearied foule. 

And like to Lma in a fad Eclipfe, 

So are thy thoughts and pa(Tions for tliis newes. 

Wellmay it be, when Kings are grieued foy 
The vulgar fort worke Princes ouerthro w, 

Card.K.IehaXot not effefting of thy pliglited vow. 

This ftrange annoyance liappens to thy Land ; 

Butyet be reconcil’d vnto the Church, . 

And nothing fliall be grieuous to thy ftate. 

loh. Oh P<?W»//>^,be it as thou haft decreed, 
hha will not (purne againft thy found aduife^ 

Come lets away.and with thy helpe I trow. 

My Rcalme (liall flourifli,and my Crowne in peace. 

Safer the w^/f/,Pembr0oke,E(rex,Chefter,Bew- 
champe. Clue, with other t. 

T^cmh. N ow flveet S. Edmund, holy Saint in heauenj » 
Whofe Shrine is facred,high eftcem’d on earth, - 
lufufe a conftant zealein all our hearts, 

Toprofecute this aft ofmiekle weight,- ' 

Lord Bewchiifnpe fay, what friends haue yon procur’d? - 
Bewch. The 'L^Fitz,.fi<ater, L.Perej, znd L 'Epjj'e, ., 

Vow’d meeting here this day the Icuenth hours. 

Efex, Vnder the cloke of holy pilgrimage^.. 


